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-The harvest of the river is her revenue and she is a mart of natio&s. 

-Whose antiquity is of ancient days, 

-the crownings city whose merchants are princes, whose traffickers 

are the honorable of the earth. 

— Isaiah xxiii : 3, 7, 8. 
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By W. I. WHITING, 
Author of " Hardscrabble,** "400 to x," "Boys Who Sail the Blue/' etc., 

62 New Street, New York. 



k_ . -i,_ 



The Crowning City 



(GREATER NEW YORK.) 



t^J^J^ 



-The harvest of the river is her revenue and she is a mart of nations. 

-Whose antiquity is of ancient days, 
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DEDICAlfON. 



To the IvhabUanta of " Qreater Newt York ": 

Withoat permission I respectfully dedicate these few 

lines. 

W. I. Whiting. 



OopTBioHT, 1800, BT W. I. WHrmta. 



PREFACE. 



^^ Some said, John print it; others said not so;" 

^^ Some said it might do good; others said no." 

But " hit or miss," ignoring every doubt, 

I'll try my luck, and " trot " the bantling out; 

I seek not fame, I only ask for cash, 

To give me now and then some extra *^ hash," 

And like the others in this goodly town, 

** Nectar " to hasten the " Ambrosia " down; 

For my frail form too plainly doth reveal, 

The pangs of hunger that I often feel, 

And with presaging eye behold the station, 

Black lettered with the fatal word " Starvation," 

" Rescue the perishing," that line tho' terse, 

Should quarters bring from your plethoric purse. 

And ponder well this saying, sound not sickly, 

That those give double who contribute quickly. 

W. I. Whiting. 
62 New street. 

This is the longest poem ever written in America on 
two 15o meals a day, in that grand old Homeric measure 
so successfully employed by Dryden, Pope, Ooldsmith, 
Byron and other great masters of English verse. 

W. I. W. 



THE CROWNING CITY. 

ORBATBB NEW YORK. 



Stay of the land ! 'tis thine to hold the key 

That opens wide a gateway to the sea, 

Through which doth pour to Neptune's swelling breast 

The endless riches of the wondrous West; 

And from that home of beauty and of bloom, 

The snowy bales to feed the busy loom. 

Wide are thy boundaries, and thy glories great, 

As if secure from every adverse fate; 

But small the greatness that to us doth show, 

Compared with grandeur future age will know. 

Ah! where the voice prophetic can divine 

The vast magnificence that will be thine, 

When in thy wedded bliss as many years 

Will be recorded as to us appears? 

Welcome, sweet bride, in all thy varied charms, 
Welcome, fair Brooklyn, to Manhattan's arms. 
" Good old Jamaica " of such charming " stuff," 
Distant the day ere we cry: " Hold, enough! " 
Health to Long Island, mid each change serene, 
" In looks a goddess, and in grace a Queen." 
A mighty union, naught can bid it yield. 
With Bronx in arms, and Richmond in the field. 
Sail on, sail ever, in thy proud career, 
Unvexed by jealousies, unawed by fear. 

Imperial York! unrivalled and alone, 
Majestic sits upon her island throne. 
And tho' great cities stand along the main. 
And rapid rise on many a Western plain. 



THB CROWNING CITY. 

Active, progressive, candor will allow 
Before her august presence all must bow. 
For varied commerce hers a steady star; 
Here come the floating palaces from far, 
And all the fearless travelers that sweep. 
By skill directed, o'er the bounding deep, 
Bearing what near or far-off nations yield. 
Skill of the brain, or fruitage of the field. 
Again, proud speeding unto every shore. 
With all the varied wealth this land doth pour 
By rail and river, corn, cotton, oil and wine. 
Flocks, herds and droves, and products of the mine. 
Far from the spot that gave those blessings birth. 
To. feed the mighty millions of the earth. 

Her harbor spacious, and beneath the sun 
There is not to be found a nobler one. 
Where safe can ride, secure from ocean's roar. 
The fleet commercial of ten centuries more. 

Here stand the monuments of builders' skill; 
Here the big vaults that untold millions flll; 
Exchanges^here, and with them none can vie. 
Lifting their giant shoulders to the sky. 
Peerless Produce Exchange, sublimely grand. 
Unparalleled in this, or any land. 
Where round the ring the crazy devils yell, 
" I'll give a i," " For | I'll sell." 

Here those who Atlas-like support the weight. 
Finance and commerce of the Empire State; 
Who " press the button " and the country feels 
The swift revolve of many a million wheels. 
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A press that labors to inform mankind, 

Heralds of good, nor to base actions blind. 

And daily placing our glad eyes before, 

All news from home or earth's remotest shore; 

No cost too great, no distance is too far. 

To tell the tale of festival, or war; 

Defying summer's heat, and winter's rage. 

Knights of the pen adorn the welcome page. 

And what were life without the light they throw. 

Around our pathway wheresoe'er we go? 

Is jobbery planned, or if nefarious deal, 

Theirs to expose to view the giant steal; 

Throw on all darkened spots the Roentgen rays, 

Bulwarks of justice in the evil days. 

Where lurks suspicion there turn up the lights, 

And stand, Gibraltar for the people's rights; 

Nor can that favored nation ever stray. 

Where the King press doth hold enlightened sway. 

Here woman with her keen research doth show 

Those patriotic " milestones " youth should know; 

Hers with praiseworthy efforts to survey 

The country's progress from its earliest day; 

Point to Manhattan's rise from infant hour 

To wondrous commerce, culture, wealth and power; 

Yes, patriotic waves that fair expand, 

Bising and spreading over all the land. 

This great awakening that we now behold. 

Is more to woman due than bankers' gold ; 

By her societies more good seed sown. 

Than all palatial clubs that man doth own; 

Where schemes are planned that fear the light of day, 

And brokers " boose " the midnight hours away. 
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Breathing of heaven, humanity and love. 
Lifting the troubled soul to peace above, 
Here churches rise where every knee can bend, 
And every weary wanderer find a friend. 

" Just as the twig is bent the tree's inclined," 
Teachers and schools to guide the youthful mind. 
That little " barefoot " of to-day may stand, 
In coming years with noblest of the land. 

Here libraries rich in treasures from the past, 

When first a heaven-born light to earth was cast, 

Still round the world mankind to guide and bless. 

Is heard the thunder of the printing press; 

That mighty power whose triumphant sway 

All lands acknowledge and all climes obey. 

Light of the world! the highest bliss we know, 

Prom books of worth in streams perpetual flow. 

" In all our wanderings round this world of care," 

No conversation can with books compare. 

Roaming the earth, or sailing o'er the sea, 

No dull companions that we wish to flee. 

Deride no ignorance in great or small, 

And free from pedantry whatever befall, 

Augmenting pleasure, and abridging care, 

Friendship adversity cannot impair. 

Beaching for ^^ Bhino " no warm hand extending, 

But when obtained, no recognition sending; 

Like men I've met; how mean a thing is man! 

Whose friendship ends with cash as it with cash began. 

The Brooklyn bridge, a wonder in the land, 
That joined two famous cities, hand in hand, 
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The vast designs, with admiration fill, 

Substantial monument to builders' skill. 

Aerial span which shows as if a crown; 

When evening falls, were from the Heavens let down, ' 

The lighted lamps, like many brilliants set. 

Shining majestic in wide coronet. 

Doth heat oppress, and would the weary go, 
Where rolls Old Ocean, and cool breezes blow 
Relief is near at nominal expense 
Time i an hour, and the fare 5 cts. 

Do towering buildings tire the wondering eye. 

From stately structures would the stranger fly 

To gaze on sylvan scenes, and glad the soul 

Where nature all her beauty doth enroll 

Where charms tho' varied are enhanced by art \ 

And all in harmony perform their part i 

A choice of routes doth lie on every hand 

On earth, in air, obedient to command 

— And soon the hurrying traveller can be hurled. 

From station nearer to the nether world, 

Soon other bridges span the waters wide, 

And cars exulting roll beneath the tide — 

To sw:ift convey to Central Park, or where 

The Prospect rises beautiful and fair, 

By beauteous Bronx, or toward the Sounding Sea 

Health giving spots for millions yet to be, < 

But youth is fleeting, and my pen would fail, 

To give their several beauties in detail. 

But not for me to pass in silence by, j 

Sights that at Battery Park engage the eye, 
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Of all the spots that know the city's care, 

There is not one that can with this compare; 

Here let us linger while declining day, 

Across the water throws its feeble ray; 

When Phoebus nods " Good night," his shining o'er. 

Sinks to sweet sleep beyond Mosquito shore. 

Hither they come from all the city wide, 

To gain new vigor by the water's side; 

Cool breezes here tired nature can restore. 

And give the freshness that it felt before; 

The seats are filled, here those whose wintry hairs, 

Tells of life's disappointments and its cares, 

Tells of all those whose treachery nailed fast 

Colors of spring, in autumn at half-mast. 

Here youths and maidens with high hopes are seen, 

And happy childhood gambols on the green, 

" The eve with music filled and cares of day* 

*^ Like Arabs fold their tents and steal away." 

Survey the varied crafts that move along. 

Heavy with merchandise, or glad with song. 

While 'neath the starry flag the dancers go. 

Tripping with glee the " light fantastic toe." 

The sturdy tug with good " black diamonds " fed, 

Tackles big liner and comes out ahead, 

Palatial yachts here o'er real waters glide, 

That Wall street water built in pomp and pride. 

While gay with bunting through the varied throng. 

Princess " Priscilla " proudly sweeps along. 

Full of high hopes from every clime they come. 

The thrifty immigrant to find a home, 

And some perhaps, tho' dark is now their hour. 

Whom industry will bring to place and power. 

♦Longfellow. 
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Here Argus-eyed, who fear no smuggler's curse 

Add daily wealth to " Uncle Sam's " fat purse. 

Where grace and female loveliness held sway, 

And fashion centered in an earlier day, 

Now commerce throbs and with keen eye doth view, 

Old lands of promise, and explores the new; 

And like King Alexander, restless soul, 

Sighs for new worlds to conquer and control. 

Here daily prayer and praise ascending high. 

Directs the soul to mansions in the sky. 

While patriots live that spot they'll ne'er forget. 

Where wit and valor shone round Lafayette, 

And Swedish Nightingale of just renown. 

Enthused the country and set wild the town. 

Now finny tribes disport in wanton glee. 

Aquarium, 10 to 4, admission free. 

Like waiting steed that conscious power doth know 

Ready to spring when master bids him " go," 

Thus stout New Yorker* standing idly by. 

When summons comes doth o'er the waters fly; 

And man'd by courage fight the demon fire, 

Till all subdued its fury doth expire. 

Ancient of days, thy glories to rehearse; 

Demands historic tale, or lofty verse, 

Time honored Park, to reminiscent mind, 

More food for thought than all the rest combined; 

A charming spot, perhaps too little known. 

How much of health and beauty is it's own, 

Beauty and health, oh, who would wish for more. 

Ere Death's dark stream by Charon ferried o'er. 

- II _ 11 I ■ ■ I III ■ I ■ M^M ■- ^^m !■■■■■ ■■ ■ 11 ■ I 

♦PIre boat 
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Now seaward turn the eye where waters roll, 
Health giving waters that scorn man's control. 
Where rising from the waves with torch in hand, 
Goddess of Liberty secure doth stand. 

Sweet Staten Island by thy perfumed shore, 

I see the squadron rest, their warfare o'er. 

Crushed is the power of Spain, and grateful now 

The country binds with wreaths each patriot's brow. 

Cannons your thunder, powder hold your power 

Till Dewey comes, not hero of an hour 

But of all time, through the long length of days. 

While deeds of daring wake mankind to praise. 

Then let each thunderer open wide its throat. 

Prom every building let gay streamers float, 

" Old Glory " fill the sky, in pride displayed, 

And stars unnumbered midday heavens invade 

From mom till dewey eve, nor let the night 

Curtail the measure of the day's delight. 

Yes, hastening on as days do rapid roll, 

A time to rouse the heart and fire the soul. 

When burning words of eloquence and song, 

Should swell the glory and the joy prolong, 

Perfume and beauty every vale should bear. 

And trees their branches wave aloft in air, 

Old Ocean rear its mane and grandly swell. 

And little rivulets the glory tell; 

Music that cheers and elevates the soul 

In sweetest strains and loftiest measures roll. 

Triumphant arches greet the wondering eye 

As if 'twere theirs — a portion of the sky. 

Sonorous bells peal out with ready tongue 

On every hand the joyful paens sung. 
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^^ Hills olap their hands," high mountains throw their 

thunder 
And all the land be filled with joy and wonder 
And loud proclaim the brave Vermonter's plan 
1200 islands take, nor lose a man. 

When drops " Olympia " anchor in the bay 
Then great New York will be thy grandest day. 
Then hither speed the farmer from his plow, 
To whom all people in the world should bow; 
The skilled mechanic of each land the pride. 
Join in the cheer, and lay his tools aside, 
The bright-eyed editor witli ready pen 
Who stands like Saul among the sons of men. 
The preacher from his pulpit, from his pills 
The skilled physician who not always kills. 
Lawyers suspend their efforts to release 
Clients from woes, perhaps their woes increase. 
The banker from his gold, some honest got, 
And some 'tis safe to gamble that was not. 
Come one and all and see the grand display. 
For big New York will be at home that day. 
Her kindly greeting with good cheer will weave 
And in the Nation's best room will receive. 
Come one and all in Uncle Sam's domain 
On foot, in carriage, steamboat, wheel, and train 
Come one and all where patriotism glows 
Nor be forgot " fair lady of the snows "* 
Joy in her joy, see her big flag unfurled 
Mighty Metropolis of the Western World 
See the big town in all her strength sublime 
Write a new record on the page of Time. 



* Canada, Kipling. 
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Nor these alone should draw from far and near 
On pleasure bent the many thousands here 
Since day when great " Armada " was overthrown 
To " rule the waves " is Anglo-Saxon's own 
In fun or fight, here now the Kinsmen meet 
And all in friendly rivalry compete 
When tries Columbia " wearing of the green," 
Perhaps result far different will be seen 
From other days, when that famed Ocean rover 
Big Johnny Bull to win the cup came over, 
Contest superb, when all the world will see 
The strength that slumber in Sir Lipton's tea 
The " Chosen leaf, of bard* or chief," away 
May take the sporting prize of many a day 
Glad to its early home o'er Ocean's track 
And cause fresh efforts to cajole it back. 

From this digression Pegasus proceed. 
What numbers hast thou carried, classic steed, 
That were a sight could all in grand review 
From every clime march down Fifth avenue. 
A sight unique to charm the wondering eye 
Could all the bards in triumph wander \)y 
From hungry Homer, peerless in the throng 
Down to the lesser lights of modern song 
Ah, what were life had they not lived to throw 
The thornless roses wheresoe'er we go. 

Behold the " finest! " see them troop along 
In all their pride of strength 7,000 strong. 
The faithful watchman on the towers who keep 
Safe and secure from harm while others sleep 

♦Thos. Moore, the Sweet Singer of Erin. 
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Terror of evil doers, the city's pride 
Through all her boroughs, and the strangers' gnide 
To point the nearest way, and where to And 
What most engages the enquirer's mind 
Restore lost children to each anxious mother 
And treat each man as though he were a brother. 

The fire brigade, how vast the debt we owe. 
To men who never tire, nor dangers know. 
Alike in Summer's heat, or Winter's rage 
When called the dire destroyer to engage. 
Honor the brave defying tottering wall, . 
When duty summons, or when sufferers call. 
As if on " Angels' wings "* they snatch from death. 
While crowds subdued by terror hold their breath; 
The rescue done, loud cheers ascending high, 
Carry the deed for record in the sky. 

The Lettered CorpSy important is the place, 
'Tis their's to fill in life's exciting race. 
What wild emotions follow postman's ring, 
What joy, or sorrow do their missives bring. 
As round they bear their loads from early morn 
A parent gone from earth, a baby bom, 
Cold on the field of fame beyond the ocean 
This tells of one, another of promotion ; 
Remittance to the merchant, to the maid 
By absent lover fresh devotions paid, 
But fickle fortune oft to many a one. 
Instead of big remittance brings a ^^ dun," 

*I am indebted to Mrs. Sherwood in one of her interesting let- 
ters to Literary Supplement of N. Y. Saturday Times, in reference 
to Windsor fire, for above idea. 
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But snch is life, and '* evils anf oreseen 
^^ Appear by tnms as fortune shifts the scene," 
Bnt let fate torture, sunshine friends forget 
While health and books remain there's comfort yet. 

Deep wounds to heal, fever's fierce fires assuage, 

Guard of the orphan, stay of declining age; 

Here white-robed kindness with a liberal hand. 

Here varied hospitals in profusion stand. 

*^ Music hath charms the savage breast to tame," 

And add to valor's fire another flame. 

Draw copious tears from eyes unused to weep. 

Wide o'er the world in peace and triumph sweep, 

Bring to earth's wanderers wheresoe'er they roam. 

Visions of love and happiness and home. 

The curtain rises, and upon the stage 

Are seen the phases of life's checkered page; 

Laughter and sorrow, hatred, love, despair. 

In terms by skillful artists pictured there. 

When Shenstone wrote some hundred years ago, 

His well-known lines, " Man journeying to and fro," 

" Where e'er his various course through life hath been " 

'^ Oft found his warmest welcome at an inn." 

What were his thoughts could he awhile repair. 

And learn the luxury modern travellers share? 

What were his thoughts could he hotels to-day 

In all their vast magnificence survey? 

In wide variety the museums show 

Whatever earth or air or waters know; 

The breathing stone, the speaking canvas there, 

Nor length of days their voices will impair; 

And all who wish can free instruction find 

To please the eye or elevate the mind. 
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Historic spots that to all time will tell, 
Where worth resided and where valor fell, 
Shrines that an earlier age presents to view, 
Where every patriot can his torch renew; 
Yes, all these pictures I have faintly shown. 
Greater New York, proud city, are thine own, 
But yet no pen, tho' mightier far than mine, 
Can tell the glories that e'en now are thine; 
All that can charm the sinner, saint or sage, 
Pride of the Nation, Wonder of the Age. 



Wtnkoop Hallbnbbck Gbawford Ck>., Printbbs, New York and Albany. 
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